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votaries to take up arms, as we had been led to believe by earlier reports
In the cellar of No. 29, I heard in the darkness a woman's voice, shrill and hysterical, hiss in angry reproach:
"So they wanted to play heroes1 To make an uprising! Let them die then! Let them pay for itr
This hit me so hard I had to stop I lighted my flashlight to see the ugly, contorted face that had uttered these cruel words, I recognized her, which made the hate easier to bear. One of her two daughters had gone off to the Reich with a German officer, to come back later, ashamed and tearful, for he would not marry her after all. The younger girl, fifteen years old, had turned her home into a German brothel. The mother was no better Yet her cry hurt me. One could not demand that the entire million inhabitants of Warsaw shodd all turn into heroes. Men are a race of bread-eaters, after aH, and not of angels, I reflected.
I went upstairs, to my apartment, where Baribarka slept peacefully, close to our Persian cat, Kaytek, which nestled on her bed, I stood over her and watched her slumber. My thoughts carried me back to my grandfather, who had fought for our liberation in the great revolt of 1863, and spent eleven long years of deportation and exile in Siberia; to my mother, when she held my hand tight in 1918, as she was knocking at the door of the German colonel who had ordered the execution of my father; to my brother, as I had seen him kst, lacked, swollen, scarred and bloody, after his escape from the clutches of the Gestapo.
"Not Barbarka," I prayed in a whisper. "Please, God, let her live, the way people do in other countries.'*
We buried Sparrow quietly the next day, in the very court where he had lost his Me while trying to save tibe